HENRY    BROCICE

She shook her head and lifted her spade.

'Oh no; it is much bigger, more than twice. And I
haven't the seaweed, or the shells, and it comes back very,
very quickly/

4 And where is the little boy you play with down here by
the sea?'

She glanced at me swiftly and surely; and shook her head
again.

*He would help you,'

*He didn't in my dream,5 she said doubtfully. She raised
long, stealthy eyes to mine, and spoke softly and deliberately.
'Besides, there isn't any little boy.'

Yes, this is Annabel Lee; but is she not
more de la Mare's creation than Poe's; might
she not, in her 'little flounced black frock',
with her 'tresses of black hair' and her 'long,
stealthy eyes', have stepped straight out of one
of his own tales on to that desolate shore which
is Poe's?

Personally I should have liked the journey
to have ended here. It really seems to be
the ending; but in a last chapter, of which I
admit I can make but little, Henry Brocken
crosses the sea to the island of the subtle and
enigmatic Criseyde.

This then is the story, and it has many
beauties, and everywhere a kind of fragrance,
though except in. the Gulliver chapters, I
think, not so much of growing flowers as of